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My Head 

Nikki's POV 

If | try hard enough | can remember dreaming about being what it was | saw each time | looked in a mirror. 
Adorned in Cover Girl, Revlon, and Aquanet. | am the forbidden fruit your kids can't resist. I'm that little 
glimpse into a world people are afraid to go into. No one believed | could do it, but | did. | made it. | was the 


Ring Master to the crazy upside down evil circus of my imagination 


It should have been the time of my life.right? This was the part where | look at myself and say, You did it 
man..you're a fucking Rock Star. | should have been really happy. 


But as | stand here looking at the dried stage blood around my lips | realize all I've done is trap myself in a 
slow game of suicide. 


There is no limits to be reached it seems. My life has become a nonstop party. A smorgesborgh of drugs 


follow our every move, all ripe and begging for the taking. They're there when everyone else has gone home. 


They're there when people turn their backs. They're there when my fingers are bleeding from playing. They're 
there when | come down off that stage high. They've become my reason for waking. My reason for doing a 
show. My reason to fall asleep at night. 


| look around and find myself alone. Alone is something I've always been. Even my own parents left me alone. 

My dad left when | was three and then my mom at six. | don't think | did anything wrong, but in truth | know 
its me that's wrong. | am sick, twisted, demented beyond normal dimensions. | am an abomination, a force of 

nature, the antichrist. 


| had a way of corrupting the people who got close to me. | knew just how to crawl into your head and tighten 
and turn things until you bent to my will. | could turn a nun into a whore. My charm and my smile are only 
weapons to defeat you on the battle field My words which sound provocative are laced with the velvety 
undertones of harmlessness. 

l'm anything but harmless. I'm a deadly poison that spreads through you and infects you. | slowly suck the life 
out of you like a spider until you're just a shell, my puppet. | have no remorse for my actions. Your pain is my 
pleasure. | feed off your aching. 

Tommy laughs when people ask him if I'm the devil. "No," he would always say with a grin, "but he's definately 
related to the guy.’ Tommy didn't know how wrong he was. | think, while | may not be the devil in the flesh, 
that | at least had the devil inside of me. 

| didn't have the heart of a human being anymore. It had become one big callous without feeling. The only thing 
| allowed myself to feel was adrenaline rushes and drugs. But people and their feelings..foreign fucking concept. 


Happiness? Hard to feel something you haven't got a clue about. 


Over my shoulder Tommy bounds into the room, hyperactive as always. The only time he ever shut up was 


when | talked him into doing smack with me. Obviously he hasn't had any tonight. 
"Hey Sixxer, let's go out man" 
| draw my breath in slowly, "Nah..l'm just gonna hang around here you know.’ 


"You sure? Vince got us these tickets for a mud wresting contest with chicks dude! Its gonna be fucking rad!" 


His words are a mine a minute. It hurts my head to even listen to him. 

| just shake my head no and force a smile to come to my face. "I've got stuff here..so..” 
"You sure man?" He insists again. 

"Yeah," | nod and begin wiping the fake blood from my mouth. 


"But we were gonna bring a few of them back here..see if we couldn't make em fight for the right to fuck us." 


My eyes glance at him. This is one of the many monsters of my depraved making. | had taught these sick 
games to Tommy and Vince. Women held no meaning to me other than the ten seconds of pleasure they could 
bring me. But they made wonderful pawns to entertain my wild sick fantasies and play cruel degrading games 


with. 


It didn't matter how shitty we were to them, they kept lining up for us. Mothers, daughters, mothers and 
daughters, all begging for our diseased dicks. And we usually aptly presented them to them. | know I've done so 
many things that were considered wrong to them. But | just can't find it in me to feel bad for it. Maybe | 


haven't a heart at all. 

"Not tonight," | sigh. | already have a date for tonight. She's a golden eyed dream, warm and inviting. She 
whispers my name all day long. She's there when nothing is there. | cant't wait to kiss her good night each day. 
She's my personal nightmare. My addiction. Heroin 

The only feeling | can muster these days seems to be my desire for smack. It is my driving force, my one 
true love | guess you could say. Heroin never let me down. It never abandoned me in my times of need. It 
never lied It had become the only constant thing | could cling to or depend on. Yet, | knew, somewhere in my 
drug riddled brain, that it would be the death of me. My bittersweet suicide. 


"Promise you'll be careful?" Tommy asks me with worry in his tone. 


"What's that supposed to mean?" | ask playing the fool, but I'm well aware of his meaning. He's worried about 
the dope | do. Everyone does. 


"Come on, you know I've got nine lives," | smirk. 
Tommy smiles unsure with a nod. "Ok.well I'm gonna go then" 


"Yeah, see ya," | smile and watch as he leaves. I'm alone again Left to all my vices. 


The Dope Show 


The Dope Show 


Scoring drugs is sometimes like creating a work of art. Sometimes it's easy, other times it's like the hardest 
damn feat to accomplish. | had become well versed in the matter. It seemed as if anymore | was like a lure to 


seedy dope heads and dealers. 


So I'm out on the prowl for my next fix. The next hit to kill any emotion in me that may not have died from 


the last dose. My mission is utter numbness. My dream is to no longer feel anything or anyone. 


A dark alley in a filthy city, the kind of place | know my beloved lurks. Bums, fiends, junkies..all members of her 
extended family. The lost and the forgotten. Yeah, maybe | fit in like this were home. 


| lower my head and allow my hair to cover my face, hiding my shame as | walk across the dark pavement. | 
meet none of the stares that stare me down. | just continue forward, searching for the tell tell signs of a 


dealer. 


They aren't hard to spot. They always have eyes that don't trust. They guard their pockets with their life. 


Some of them sport a sweat from the fading of their last dose. Junkies to their own junk. 

My eyes glance up. | see red haired girl clad in black Her eyes scan everything that moves. She's cautious and 
on edge. | watch as a guy approaches her with shaking hands. There's a slide of hand and then her hand goes 
into her pocket. She places something small in his hand and he rushes off. 

A smile comes to my face as | watch her start to scan everything once again. She's a dealer. | didn't see many 
women in this type of profession, especially not making a dark alley into their office. She must have had a lot 
of guts. Or perhaps she was just really high on her own supply. 

| stand there in the shadows and watch her for a bit. She soon pulls out a cigar and lights it. A chick with a 
cigar dealing dope in the dark. The woman of my dreams. | lower my head again and step out of the shadows 
to approach her. 

"Hey," | smile to her with my best attempt to be charming. 


"Hey," she says with rolling eyes as she exhales smoke and tries to act as though she's looking away. | know 
her cautious eyes haven't left me for a second 


"So what's a girl doing out here in the dark slinging dope?" | ask 


Her eyes dart over me briefly. She apparently quickly concludes that I'm of no immediate threat to her. 


"What business is it of your's?" She slightly huffs as she pulls her cigar to her cherry lips and inhales again 

"Its just odd is all," | shrug. | cant help but survey her closer. She has on a ton of black eyeliner and mascara, 
She has a really rocking body. The black pants she wears is leather and clings to her perfectly. She's sexy to 

me. 

"Caaaan | help you?" She asks me with a shrug, obviously boring of me gawking at her. 

"Yeah... need a gram," | nervously say. 

| see her eyes scanning me once more. "What's a guy like you doing in a dark alley scoring dope?" She asks. 

"A guy like me?" | say. 


She exhales with a nod. "| do know who you are," she says with an exhale. "You should have tried to disguise 


yourself a bit or something.its not safe out here. If someone recognized you they would just rob you." 


Wow. She's the one worried about me? Here | am worrying about her. This was odd. Did she really know who | 


was? 
"Who am 1?" | ask her. 

She slightly rolls her eyes, "You're Nikki Sixx from Motley Crue..ight?" 
| slowly nod 


"Yeah..and you're loaded with cash, something these junkies need, something they would kill for. It would be a 
shame for you to be stabbed to death in an alley, | kind of like Motley Crue." 


A small smile crosses my face. She's a fan? 

‘lm too evil to kill," | smirk. "I sold my soul to Satan you know." 

"That a fact?" She asks cracking a smile. "Hope you got a good price for it" 
"Not really," | say never losing my smile. 

"Too bad," she shrugs. 

"Yeah..so you holding or what?" | impatiently ask 


"That depends," She smirks through those plump cherry lips. 


"On what?" | ask taking the bait. 

"On if you're willing to pay what | want for it," is her answer. 

"How much?" | ask though | know | will pay any price she wants. 
"Take me with you." 

This floors me. Take her with me? "Why?" | can't help but ask her. 


"Because | need to get the fuck out of here," She says looking suddenly figity. "I'll just catch a ride to the next 
city or something.'m not trying to go all girly on you or..or anything." 


| think for a moment. Having a smack dealer present didn't sound like such a bad idea. Plus management would 


think she was just another groupie. What did | possibly have to lose? 


"Sure," | inevitably shrug. 


The Junkie And The Dope Dealer 


The Junkie And The Dope Dealer 


| look over at my red headed angel..wait..not an angel..devil maybe. Whatever she is to become to me, | look at 


her. 

"What?" She shrugs as we walk back to the tour bus. 

"To pull this off you're gonna have to act like my girlfriend” 

Her eyes meet mine as he mouth gapes open slightly. "I've never dated a guy..” 

"What? You a lesbian’ | ask. She just nods. | can't help but chuckle. Not that | gave a fuck, | just found it 
amusing. | reached over and put my arm around her waist. | could feel her cringe under my touch. | furrow 
my brows and glance at her. "You're not very convincing," | sigh. 

There's a shared moment of silence between us. 

‘Sorry.| just wasn't expecting that," she shrugs. 

With my arm still around her | stop walking. She has no choice but to stop too. She looks at me wondering why 


we have stopped l'm sure. | pull her close to me. | seek out her cherry lips with my own As | kiss her | can 


feel her resisting my touch. Squirming. The second | move away l'm met with the palm of her hand across my 


cheek. 


"Ouch! What the fuck was that for?" | yelp. "| was just practicing! If anybody knew you were a dealer you 
would be stuck here! | thought you wanted to get away from here." 


| hear her sigh, "I'm sorry Nikki.just a gut reaction'll try to not do that.Kiss me again," she motions for me 


to move closer. 

Naturally this time | hesitate as the sting of her hand still registers on my throbbing cheek. | feel her pulling 
me closer. For me play time is over and | would rather kiss a lesbian skunk than this chick. However, | let my 
lips lightly brush hers and | back away. 

"Who's the one not being convincing now?" She smirks. 


"My face hurts," | admit. 


She chuckles. 


“Sure..laugh," | say cupping a hand across my cheek. 


" | dont mean to laugh," she says trying to stifle her laughter. "Really.just lay it on me.l'm ready now," she 


assures me. 
"Fuck you," | frown still. | wasn't used to getting slapped in the face. 

"Awe..poor baby, did | hurt his feelings?" She asks in a condescending tone. 

| should probably let it be know from the start that | have no feelings. | should tell her exactly what | was, 
inhumanly depraved. | was a junkie who couldn't think beyond the next fix. | was currently thinking of the fix 
she would give me when we got back to the bus. But for some reason the words escape me. 


"So what's your name anyway?" | finally ask. 


She smiles, "Funny you should ask.um.people normally call me Nikki.but to make things less confusing you can 


call me Nicole." 

A smile draws across my lips, "Nikki and Nikki. 

She rolls her eyes in disinterest, "Save it for your bimbo's." 
"Well tonight that bimbo is you..remember." | remind her. 
She nods as she lights up a cigar and takes a drag. 


"Some ground rules first," she exhales looking at me and squinting one eye at the smoke. "First.never ever 


ever ever call me baby.. fucking hate that shit." 

"Yeah..no problem," | nod. 

"And don't think you're gonna rob me of my dope. | sleep light and | carry a gun and a knife. Got it?" 

| roll my eyes, "Yeah" 

She really had nothing to worry about. 

Money was no object to me. She just better make sure her provisions were with her. As long as her supply 
didn't run out we would get along famously. If they did run out then she was useless to me. If she was useless 
then she had to go. Like | said before, | have no remorse. | would leave her abandoned in a strange city in a 


heartbeat and never give it a second thought. Callous heart. 


We reach the bus and! stop her to go over things one last time. | really want this girl to go with us. It's like a 


dream come true, a smack dealer always with you. | was the luckiest junkie alive. That is if she and | can 


manage to pull this off convincingly. 

"Ok..." | begin, "You should call me Nikki, or babe. just not Sixx." 

"Gotch Babe," she rolls her eyes. 

“And lll call you Nik" 

"Nik sounds like a guy..! should call you Nik," she protests. 

"But I'm famous as Nikki..l'm fucking being Nikki." | say adamantly. 

‘Oh for God's sake..yes your majesty rock star sir," she says in a belittling voice. 

"Just fucking call me Nicole!" She snaps. 

| nod. "And you have to look head over heels for me..and me you too." 

"Duh Nikki," she sighs, "It's easy to pretend you're a girl with all that long black hair," she winks at me. 


"Ok..you ready to do this?" | sigh looking at the bus doors. | then feel her slide her hand into mine. 


Spinning A Web 

Spinning A Web 

My legs ache like someone is twisting them. My muscles fell like some chick's hair ties. lim shaking. My guts 
rumble and churn. Thoughts of blackened spoons, candles, syringes, and gold liquid are all that seem to cross 
my broken mind. | will myself to step up the steps to the bus. Vince notices me first. 

"Nikki man where the hell have you been? We were suppose to leave over an hour ago." 


"Lost track of time," | smile and lead my red headed dealer up the stairs. "This is Nicole. She's with me." 


| notice Vince check her out. | know he's wondering if he's gonna get a turn with her. We guys tend to share 


almost anything. | notice Nicole rolling her eyes at Vince's prowling stare. 

"Nice to meet you Nicole," he nods with a devious grin. 

"So we'll be in the back," | say dryly leading her by the hand to the back of the bus. 

I'm dying for a fucking fix. I'm already in the beginning stages of being dope sick. This bitch better come 
through for me. I'm in no mood for chick games. So help me God if she's just using me I'll fucking torture her 
til the next fucking city. I'll start by turning her out to the road crew. Then I'll trade her for dope or 
something. 

Once safely behind the door of the back lounge | turn to her, "Fix me," | say. 

She rolls her eyes and reaches down her shirt. She keeps her stash in her tits, fucking awesome. She tosses 
me a prepackaged dose. | quickly dig out my works and start prepping a fix. Nicole looks on as if it's something 
she's seen a thousand times. 

| stick myself a few times searching for a spot that will give me blood back. Nicole plops down with a sigh as 
she watches me. She's actually looking at me like l'm an idiot. Perhaps because | am. It is me with the needle 
prodding their arm after all. Then maybe she's not even thinking that at all 

"What?" | finally can't resist asking her. 

"You fucking suck at that," she shrugs. 


"You shoot up?" | question. 


"Not myself," she answers. 


"You think you can do any better..by all means take your best shot," | huff. 

She takes the needle from my hand and outstretches my arm and looks it over carefully. Then she slides it 
under the skin. A stream of blood clouds the gold liquid almost instantly. How in the fuck did she do that so 
easy? Ok.l'm impressed. 


"How the fuck did you do that?" | ask semi bewildered as | watch her slowly inject me. 


| used to have to get my ex straight a lot. Maybe I'm weird cause | sort of liked shooting her up. It made me 
so fucking hot." 


Yeah, it sort of made me hot too. Too bad she was into girls. I'd love to get naked and make out with her. She 
has the most amazingly full lips I've ever seen. | would definately fuck her brains out if | wasn't so smacked 
out.oh yeah, and if she would have me that is. 

| could probably get into her pants, even if she was a lesbian | was the most persuasive mother fucker on the 
planet. No one could tell my smile no. I'm sure with a little effort | could get her. But right now that wasn't on 
my mind. Right now | was enjoying her particular brand of dope. It was good. It was some of the best | had had 
in a while. She apparently didn't step all over her shit like most street level dealers did. 

"Is good right?" She smiles at my slacked eyes. 

| can barely nod. 

"You take care of me and I'll take care of you," she smiles. "So where can | crash? Im exhausted." 
"Mmmm..pretenses..remember," | mumble. 

"Pretenses?" She asks. 

"Yeah..youre my girlfriend as far as they know..so that means you sleep with me..right?" 

She studys me a moment. | know that shes debaiting whether or not she trusts me that much. | sure as fuck 
wouldn't trust me. But when l'm smacked out Im as harmless as a new born kitten. As long as she kept me 
smacked out she had absolutely nothing to worry about. 

"Then were do we sleep?" She rolls her eyes. 

| point out of the room, "Top bunk on the right." 


"Top right..gotcha. Goodnight," she says starting to leave the room. 


"You cant go yet," | say, "We're supposed to make them think we are in here fucking. Shit you trying to make 


me look like some minute man?" 


She pulls out one of her cigars and lights it. "Well | wouldn't want to tarnish your reputation," she shrugs. 


My Lesbian Dealer 


My Lesbian Dealer 


The heroin began wearing off just before dawn. | hate this time of day. This was an hour in which | should be 
asleep, not breaking out into a sweat. My bones are getting that familiar twinge of discomfort. If | let this go 

untreated they'll feel like they're breaking in a few hours. My guts will tie in knots. I'm too tired to get up and 
do a hit. l'm too sick to sleep. Fuck | hate this shit. 


| turn my head and see Nicole, sleeping peacefully next to me. | can see her red hair splashed across my pillow. 
Her makeup is running under her eyes, something | myself was rather used to. Though | think she wore more 
than | even did. My eyes travel to her plump lips, a slight pout drew on them. She was pretty when she slept. | 
couldn't remember the last time | had slept next to a pretty girl without fucking her. 


My eyes traveled further down to her breasts. That was where she kept the dope..the dope | needed. What 
was the point in having a drug dealer on board if you can't get dope any time you wish? So | decide to just 
help myself since | was already helping Nicole out by giving her a ride. 


| slide my fingers into her bra with the stealth of a pick pocket. | should be thinking dirty thoughts. Thoughts 
about her titties in my mouth. If | were still human hearted | would. But the drugs own my soul. My only 
thoughts are of them. A time when they weren't was a faint distant memory. It was so vague now | may have 
only imagined it. | slide my fingers deeper until | feel something. | know it's what I'm looking for. It's the dope 
stash. 


"You have two seconds to move those fingers or you won't be playing tonight," Nicole's voice said in a whisper, 


her eyes still closed. 
| soon felt pressure on my nuts through my leather pants. | could tell it was coming from Nicole. This wasn't 
something she was doing as sexual inuendo. The pissd look in her eyes suggested that she meant business. Was 


she holding a fucking knife to my balls? 


| slowly slide my fingers out of her bra. Her eyes pop open and meet with mine. Staring, eyeballing me like a 


mother fucker. She's fucking pissed and serious as shit. Yeah, that's definately a knife to my fucking balls. 

"You want a fucking fix mother fucker you ask. Do you understand me you junkie piece of shit?" 

| can only nod as | feel her press the knife even tighter against my ruts. This bitch could not be more serious 
"Do you have a knife to my balls?" | croak 


"Try that shit again and you'll find out," she says with a soft but sharp tongue. 


"llm sorry. woke up and." 
"Needed a fix and just thought you'd take it?" She asks as she slowly withdraws the knife. 
"Yeah," | sigh. 


She reaches inside her bra and pulls out a square of paper. "Next time wake me up and ask asshole," she says 


as she tosses it to me then rolls over on her side. 


| pick up the square. | lie there twiddling it in my fingers for a moment. This chick really was a dealer. Her 


assertiveness was actually something | would find provocative and hot if | wasn’t such a fiend. 


Unfortunately the heroin in my hand had more of a hold on me than the beauty of my red headed lesbian 
dope dealer. | could taste the heroin and my mouth watered for it. There was a time when | might have 
imagined what Nicole's lips might taste like. Not anymore. Now I'm heroin's slave. It's bitch. It fucks me any 
time, any place, anywhere. Sometimes it's gentle and sweet, other times it's rough and dry. But | always come 


back begging for more. How fucking sick is that? 


Eventually my smack craving takes hold and leads me to the bathroom where | spike my vein. | spend so much 
time trying to find my veins now. When | started out it was so easy. | wish Nicole were up so she could do it 


for me. A helping hand was great to have. There were dozens of veins you couldn't reach yourself. 


Alas though, I'm on my own this morning. A puppet who's strings were being manipulated. The heartless 
inhuman beast that lived for only this one thing. After say a half hour | return to my burk where Nicole is 
still fast asleep. 


| climb in and lie next to her. My drug fueled mind is blank. I'm encompassed by nothingness. No worry, no pain, 
no emotion to be had. This is my world My world which is posted as private property, all trespassers will be 


anialated. 


Eventually the numb nothingness lulls my rotten soul back to sleep. I'm awakened several hours later, just in 


time for sound check. 


Score 


Score 
The highway hums under the bus's tires. | have no clue where it is taking us next. Nor do | really give a shit. 
Smack courses through my nimble body. Nicole dosed me really good after the show tonight. We've been sitting 


here in since forever it seems. I'm content. Nicole seems restless however. 


| hear her let out an audiable sigh and stare out the window at passing trees. "I thought you were some rock 


star..Where the fuck are all the girls?" She asks. 
| will my eyes to look over at her. "Girls?" 


"Yes girls..you know you wrote a song about them..irls girls girls," she says quickly singing out the chorus. "| 
really need to fucking get laid. Don't you ever get laid?" 


| think hard. There had been a time when | got laid multiple time a day. Sex didn't matter to me anymore. It 


was boring in comparison with a good hit of smack. 
"I thought women would be hanging all over you. | must say I'm a bit disappointed in you Nikki." 


"I can get laid any time | fucking want thank you very much," | feign agitation. "You want pussy? | can get you 
pussy tonight" 


"Kinda hard when all you wanna do is shoot the fuck up," she rolls her eyes. 
"Look bitch, that's not all the fuck | do'l barely get my words out before | feel her hand go across my cheek. 
"You watch your fucking mouth. I'm not your bitch. You better not forget who is holding your dope." 


| just stare her down. | honestly have no problem hitting a chick that puts herself in a man's place. If this 
bitch kept making it a habit of hitting me my patience will soon run out. | decide to give her fair warring. 


"If you fucking hit me again I'm gonna knock your goddamn teeth down your fucking throat.” 


She looked at me with wide eyes. | think she can see that I'm serious. And | am. She kept wanting to put 


herself in a man's place. I'd show her how a man hits. Fucking cunt. 


So that night after the show | pull out my deeply buried charm and go to work trying to score a chick. l'm 
loaded with coke to make me more social. | don't even care about doing this. Yet, | knew | needed dope. 
Sometimes out on the road it's hard to find. | am lucky enough to have a dealer on hand. | knew not to screw 


up a choice deal like that. 


| hone my sights in on a blonde in red. Yeah, she will do. | smile with the smile so many people have told me is 
beautiful. Just between us, that smile is fake as shit. | only use it to get my fucking way. It hasn't ever let me 


down before and it's not letting me down now. 


| talk the chick into coming back to the bus to fuck me and my fake girlfriend. | know that's not quite what 
Nicole has in mind, but the horny bitch better take what she could get. She was using me. | was gladly letting 
her, but still. 


| board the bus with the blonde groupie in tow. | see Nicole sitting there. A slight smile of approval crosses 


her lips as she tries not to seem too eager. 
"Nicole. Tonya..Tonya, Nicole," | introduce them. 


So | waste no time with the getting to know you bullshit. | pull the blonde to me and give her a deep kiss. Her 
fingers intertwine into my hair. Then before | know it Nicole is stealing her and kissing her even better than | 
had. Wow. This is fucking sexy. Maybe I'm starting to enjoy this just a bit. | reach down to my tight leather 
pants and feel a growing bulge. Yeah, l'm definately enjoying this. 


| snake a hand between the two of them and grab at one of the blonde’s tits. | close in and start kissing her 
neck from behind. She's kissing Nicole. Fuck | am loving this shit. It's been a while since | felt like this. l'm 
curious how far | can take it. 


The throws of passion and drugs get the better of us all sometimes. Guards drop, inhibitions lower, the evil 
comes out to play. Believe me corruption and violating got me of more than the end result of fucking. It had to 
be a game to hold my interest. What can | say? I'm the king of the fucking sleaze 

baby. 


The Sleaze King 


Author's Notes: 
ok back to work on finishing broken. Hope you're out there Nexus. 


The Sleaze King 
Nikki's POV 


| let Nicole get our little groupie all worked up for a moment while | excused myself to the bathroom for a sex 
cocktail. Two parts coke, one part heroin, and as much Jack as | could polish off. Too much heroin makes you 
limp, not enough makes you sick. Too much coke and you're too paranoid and otherwise distracted. Not enough 
coke and you're nodding off. Nope this was mad scientist shit here. | had it down to an art. 


| return to beautiful sexy red headed Nicole with her head between the groupies legs. My dick is definately 
dosed properly. Fuck that was sexy. | come up from behind Nicole and place my hands on her inverted hips. She 


of course throws me a look to say hell no. But I've been reduced to an animalistic primal state of being, 


| bend over Nicole and grab at the groupies tits while Nicole works her over. She's really doing a great job. | 
must admit l'm jealous. | lower myself next to her between the groupie's thighs. we both lick and suck | do mu 


best to kiss Nicole when | can, to her reluctance of course. 


Eventually the girl begs for my dick. | see the disappointment in Nicole's eyes, but she motions to the girl, 


offering her to me. 
‘She want's ya Sixx," she smirks with disdain 


l'm a man l'm gonna take what | can get. | take my place between the girls thighs and do her like the rock star 
| am. Nicole takes the time to sit on her face so she too get's a little something from all this. 


I'm not sure, but | think Nicole starts to pull at my hair as she says things like, "Fuck that pussy Sixx. Fuck 
that fucking cunt. Fuck her harder." 


Thank God for coke is all | can think. And god bless heroin for holding off a nut. | fucked her just how Nicole 
told me to. And when the groupie come and | removed my dick Nicole lapped it up like a bowl of milk. Very 


interesting. 


After a while the groupie left and it was just Nicole and me left. We were naked and Nicole didn't seem to 


mind. She seemed fulfilled. | don't guess she minded me joining in. 


"You seem pretty good at what you do Nikki," She pants lighting a cigar, 

"Yeah.looks like | could take a few lessons form you," | smirk. 

She smiles. "I wanna thank you for this. | can't tell you how long it's been | needed that" 
"Yeah, me too," | sigh. "So you saying you wanna do this again sometime?" 

"As often as the smack lets you | guess?" she shrugs. 

"Well, you control my smack.so." 

"Oh well in that case you are hereby cut off" 

"Ha ha.funny," | roll my eyes. 

She rolls over and whispers in my ear, "What use are you to me smacked out?" 


| suppose she had a point. But smack was my lifeline. | would give up sex before | gave up smack. The smack 
was better the the best sex imaginable. Give up smack? Not a chance in hell. 


"Hell baby I'm always smacked out" 
She cuts her eyes over at me, "I told you don't fucking call me baby.l'm not your fucking baby!" 
"Jeeze," | sneer, "Just a fucking force of habit after some shit like this." 


"Well don't forget your place Nikki. I'm the dope dealer, you're the junkie. This boyfriend girlfriend thing is a 
ruse. Though it has its benefits. | like the crew catering to my every need. Plus the chicks are hot” 


"Yeah unfortunately l'm your bait..so that give's me a little upper hand huh?" | cut her a half grin 
"Don't go forgetting my dear dope fiend, he who controls the smack controls everything.’ 


| see the serious devious look in her eye. She was right, there wasn't much | wouldn't do for her smack. 


The Junkie 


The Junkie 

"This is too much," Nicole says pushing the needle under my skin. "You have a show in 45 minutes." 
"| know what time the fucking show is.just shut the fuck up and fix me." 

td watch that attitude if | were you," she snaps and pauses to look up at me. 

"Sorry.just..” 

"Fiending?" 

| only nod as my mouth waters waiting for her to push in on that fucking plunger. 

"You'll never make it through the show." 

"That's why god made coke," | say my leg's shaking in anticipation 


She shakes her head and starts to inject me. Ahhhh bliss. It's heaven. It's the culmination of everything that is 


perfect and wonderful. 

"That what you want?" She asks withdrawing the needle. 

| give a smacked out nod and sit there enjoying my high. 

"You do way too much of this shit Nikki.it's gonna fucking kill you." 
| sneer, "And..?" 


"And you should want to live. You're on top of the fucking world but instead of embracing it, you're hiding 
from it" She sighs putting away my works. 


"What the fucks it to you?" | slur. 
"Nothing to me..but it should be to you." She gets up and leaves the room. 


What the fuck did she know? She didn't do smack. She couldn't understand what it was like. She didn't 
understand what | tried to suppress with each shot. There was a pain in me that only it killed. Abandonment. 
Fear. Pain. Regret. Loss. Lonliness. 


Yeah | had it all, but at the same time | didn't have shit. No one cared in my family if | died tomorrow. My 
father point blank told me | wasn't his son. My raving lunatic mom thought | acted too good for her. Fuck all 
she ever wants from me is money. Nona's gone now. | was too smacked out to even make her funeral. | deeply 


regret not telling her goodbye. She was the only person who ever gave a fuck. 


And now there was my pretend girlfriend Nikki who cringed each time | touched her to keep up out charade. | 
could tell she fucking hated me. Most people who get to know me do, everyone except T-Bone. Yeah, I'm fucked 
up. Yeah my heart is dead. Why wouldn't | want smack when it takes it all way? 


Fifteen minutes," A roadie says popping his head in the door. 

| look at my eyes. They give my condition away. | pull on dark shades. Much better. Now | give the illusion of 
some sort of sobriety. | had to do this for the band, and management. They all wanted me shoveled off to 
some fucking rehab. Rehab is for quitters and I'm not a quitter. 


Nope, my quest to reach the dope hall of fame has only just begun. One day, I'm going down in history for 
being the dopiest rocker ever. Small ambition? Yes, but it was the only one | had left anymore. 


Hollow 


Hollow 
Nikki's POV 


| stare at the reflection in the mirror before me. It's me.but I've changed. The Nikki | know is barely noticible 
anymore. | used to be charming and attractive. | was girls pick unless they knew about Tommy's massive 


schlong. He wasn't shy about showing it off. 


Tommy was always so hyperactive and ball to the wall. | was calmer. | could be charming and funny. But 
anymore that part of me his withered away. I'ma junk hard now. It shows all over me, but chicks still want me. 


Only because lim Nikki Sixx of Motley Crue. 


Tommy and i tested he theory if it was us or only our fame that lured the chicks. We didn't shower for 
weeks. Finally som bitch threw up spaghetti all over my dick. An incident forever dubbed in the rock world as 
‘The Spaghetti Incident’. 


Like | say in lyrics, I'm a rat, l'm a sleaze, l'm a rock and roll disease. And nothing could be closer to the truth. 
| thought I'd be happy with fame so | could throw a big middle finger up to all the sorry fucks who said | 
would never make it. Surprise fuckers. Too bad there's no one to tell | told you so. i'm abandoned by anyone i 


ever held dear. Isolation encompasses me wholly. 


It wasn't supposed to turn out this way. It was supposed to be everything. But my everything was nothing but 
mere nothingness. Fans have this image of someone who isn't even me. Nikki Sixx is my name but Sikki Nixx is 


my role. 

Nicole was actually growing on me. She seemed to always be there when | was alone and too stubborn to ask 
for company. T-Bone was my best friend, but he was doing his best to keep his marriage to Heather going. 
Being around me much right now only got him in trouble with the Mrs. Yeah, added to by broad sadistic 
reputation is that of a bad influence. Heather blamed me for everything Tommy did wrong. In all honesty it 


most was my foult. 


My self loathing was interrupted by Nikki sitting next to me. | will my squinted eyes in her direction to try to 


take her in. 
"Heeeeeyyyyy, the word trickles out. 
| see you feel pretty good," she smirks. 


| feign a smile. 


"So | found us a girl tonight," she just throws out there. 

"Thought i reeled them in." 

"No offense but these days you cant fucking reel in a minnow." 

"I can get whoever, whenever,'l sharply protest. 

"You can't get me," she huffs. 

"Bullshit, even lesbians like a little penetration from time to time." 

She says nothing as she ponders my words. This tells me she's at least let it cross her mind. 


"My dad gave me enough penetration for a life time, she replies softly and drags from her cigar. "You're the 


first man who has lay a finger on me in years." 


A twinge of flattery hits me as it fights its way forward from the hollow numbness of my psyche's internal 
conflict. then.| do thrive from the corruption of the un-corrupted. Me and my sick twisted black calloused 
heart. Then her word really hit me She had been a victem of the most unimaginable.incest, the lowest form of 


love a man could show a daughter. Sick, twisted, deviant, perverse, and an abomination. 


| guess it made me treat Nicole like a rare crystal vase. she had so many cracks to her structure that the 


least brush would crumble her. Nicole was actually growing on me. And her fucking smack was aces! 
There were too many benefits to having a dealer in the midst. | didn't want to screw up such a choice fucking 
deal. It was the perfect arrangement. She supplies me and | supply her. Maybe this tour w gonna be on. Maybe 


| wouldn't suffer withdrawal symptoms as | normally did. 


But..all good/ bad things must come to an end..eventually 


Deaf Ears 


Author's Notes: 
| started writing this fic a long time ago but got swept away in lzzyness. Sorry guys, Izzy is fucking tired. Izzy 
needs rest because | have worked him to the core. So | decided to let Nikki out to play for a while and 


hopefully you will all come to love him as | do. 


| do want this much to be known Nikki Sixx is a hard character to write. With Izzy a writer has more free 
range because so little is factually documented on him. Not the case with Nikki. Nikki's entire life is pretty 


damn detailed And a true Sixx fan has no problem telling you when something doesn't suit his character. 


Make no mistake about it, the real Nikki Sixx was a sick sadistic crazy junkie. By all means read the facts for 
yourself if you doubt me. For any of you who read all my Izzy fics and thought | tortured him and his 
soul..you ain't seen shit yet. Nikki is far more tortured than my dear Izzy. Nikki really was/is crazy as fuck. 
Nikki really did do some sick shit. When | write Nikki I'm actually not that far off the mark. 


So hopefully you guys read this. Just know this is hard to write. That being said, that's probably why I've left 


this sitting so long. But As An Evolution Theory comes to an end I'm trying to finish this fic up. I've always 
really liked it and just never gone back to complete it. Now | am. 


Deaf Ears 

"Nikki.Nikki.Hey Sixxer..Nik.." 

There was an infernal rapping at my door that accompanied the voice. That precise knocking could only belong 
to that of a drummer. The beat was too well kept. Besides all that, Tommy was about the only one around 
with the balls to actually disturb me. 


"Nikki..come on man! Answer me!" 


| raise my throbbing head and squint my eyes at the door. | sigh deeply and lay my head back for a moment 
searching for the energy to will my fragile body from the bed. 


"Nikki..Nikki.." 
Fucking hyperactive little shit. Had to hand it to his skill of beat keeping though. A groan escapes my lips as | 
sit at the edge of the bed. | look to the door and literally see the distance to it growing. Fuck it was a long 


goddamn way away. 


"What the fuck do you want?!" | call out as my head splits open like an over ripe melon 


"Dude..open up," the knocking persists. 


"Fuck," | roll my eyes and rise to my feet. | ache with every slow step | make for the door. | barely open it 
when Tommy blasts through it and into my room. 


"Damn Nikki I've been banging at that door for like.like for fucking forever dude." 
"What?" | ask with an exasperated sigh and a shrug. 


"Fuck dude..| thought you were dead. Don't do that shit to me." 


Its pretty obvious to me that Heather must be gone. Tommy is coked to the fucking gills. It's practically 


snowing out of his ears. It just heightened his worries for me. He was justified, | suppose, in feeling them. 


‘lm alive man, so fuck off," | say as | collapse back down in bed. "Shut the door on your way out," | cover my 


eyes with my arm. 

"Listen dude, | gotta talk to you," Tommy says as | feel him crawling onto the bed. 
"What?" | groan. 

‘It's about Nicole," Tommy says. 


"What?" | sigh just wanting him to go the fuck away so | can sleep a while longer. | would be waking up to 


needing a fix soon enough. 

"Dude.| think..think she's cheating on you." 

| don't make any movement. | knew she couldn't cheat on me because she wasn't mine to begin with. Yet | now 
know Tommy obviously thinks our relationship is genuine. Just goes to show what a convincing guy | can 
fucking be. 


"Dude | fucking saw her making out with this chick!" Tommy's animated hyper voice continues on 


l'm in no mood to entertain. In no mood to fucking think hard enough to make up a lie to go along with my 


story. No mood for conversation. | uncover my eyes and look at Tommy. 


"She's not my fucking girlfriend, all right? She's my dope dealer. If you say one fucking word to any one | will 
shove your drum sticks so far up your ass that you'll never find the fuckers..got that?" 


Tommy knows me and Tommy knows I'm serious. Dead serious about all of it. 


"You brought your dealer on tour?" He questions me with his head cocked to the side like a hound dog. | can't 
tell really if he's thinking ‘| can't believe you brought your fucking dealer on tour’, or if he's leaning more 


toward ‘why the fuck didn't | think of that?'. 


"Yes. brought my dealer on tour. No.she is not and will not ever be my girlfriend. Yes.she fucks chicks. 
Yes..we fuck them together. Yes..it's a secret. Is there any fucking thing else Tommy?" | sigh. 


"You ok Nikki?" He asks letting his eyes fall to the sheets. 
"I'm fine," | nod. 
Listen um.Heather's gone for a couple of days if you maybe wanna hang out later." 


"Yeah, sure," | nod and hope it is the note in which he takes it upon himself to leave. But | can't get that 
fucking lucky. 


"Would it be totally weird if | watch that shit sometime?" He asks. 
| crack a smile. 


"Hal Made you laugh," he laughs and falls onto his back next to me. "But seriously..that would be some 


awesome shit to see dude." 

If you value your eyes you'll never ever try," | smirk. 

l'm not a homophobe.persay..but | just can't get off if there's another dude in the room. It's my own personal 
stage fright and Tommy is well aware of this. Tommy however doesn't share my phobia. Tommy's the type of 
guy who will whip out his dick in a hot tub full of dudes, have a chick suck him off, then offer her up to the 

rest of us. | have to admire his inhibitions sometimes. 

"So you're fucking your dope dealer?" He asks almost in awe of me. 


"Not fucking, no," | shake my head, "She's into chicks." 


"A lesbian? That's so fucking awesome!" he kicks his legs in hyperactive delight. "Fuck! Let's go find some booze! 
| got blow! You want blow?" 


What the fuck? Why not? Right? 


One Bottle, Two Bottles, Three Bottles, Floor 


One Bottle, Two Bottles, Three Bottles, Floor 


Tommy and | drank right through sound check It staved off my withdrawals a while. It's a good thing because | 
have no fucking clue where Nicole is. For some reason no one has seen her. And none of them can look me in 
the eyes when they say it. Apparently she got lucky and everyone thinks she's cheating on me. | can not be 
bothered by this. 


Just before the show she strolls into my dressing room. Her hair and make up is a fucking disaster. Her smirk 


is liquored up. "The doctor will see you now," she slurs pulling out my dose of smack. 


"Where the fuck have you been? This a fucking game to you? Let's see how long Nikki will wait for the shit?!" | 


snap at her. 


She drunkenly giggles and slithers onto my lap. "Oh don't be mad," she loosely hangs her arms over my 
shoulders. "An opportunity arose and | simply couldn't let it pass." 


| draw back from her slightly. Did she really just sit on my lap? In her defense she is pretty goddamned drunk 
But then, so was |. Was she toying with me? | knew how to play that little game too. | rest my hands on her 


hips. | expect to feel her stiffen under my touch. To my surprise she doesn’t move a muscle. 


‘Mmmm..was it good?" | ask as | let my nose trace her throat. It smelled all clean and girly with her sweet 


sweat lightly coating it. 

‘Mmmmm," her head slowly goes back. Is this to my benefit? To give me a more free range of movement? 
"Did she kiss your neck?" | coo and graze my teeth across her flesh. 

"Mmmm," she moans as her lips part. 

My tongue traces her jugular. | hear her drawing in her breath. She wasn't stopping me. She wasn't pushing 
me away. Fuck this even somehow managed to take my mind off the fucking smack that | had been waiting on 
all day. 

"Did she touch you like this? Huh?" | pant lightly as my breath races across her skin. | feel her hands grasping 
at my shoulders. | softly run my hands up her sides under her shirt. She doesn't stop me at all. Her hips 
slowly start grinding into me. 

"Did she kiss you?" My lips whisper across hers. Hers quiver beneath mine. Mine make full on contact with 


hers. We both draw our breath in in delight. A tingle goes up my spine as | feel her hand in my hair. She is 
Totally holding my lips to hers. 


| expect her to pull away from me at any second. My hands grasp her ass and | stand. | hoist her onto the 
counter top. White powder flies. Eyeliner marks the counter top. Her long legs encircle my waist and draw me 
into her. My hands grope at those perfect C cups as my lips devour her. She's not stopping me. | take one of 


her hands in mine. 


| bet you didn't do that to her," | groan as | place her hand on my dick Its half hard with excitement. She 


doesn't move her hand. 


No. She doesn't move it. Her fingers trace across my dick, nothing but my leather pants separating us. Then | 
feel her fingers tug my zipper down. Is this really happening? 


My dressing room door opens. "Yo Nikki, let's go man," Vince says. 

"Fuck off," | his trying to ignore him. 

‘It's show time! Put your dick up and let's gol” 

| growl as | look from Vince to Nicole and back to Vince again. 

"Fuck!" | snap. My eyes fall on Nicole. "You don't fucking move. I'll be back in 90 minutes." 
She gives me a drunken giggle as | back away and follow Vince. 


"Nikki," she calls out to me in a song. i quickly return. She's sitting there pointing at my bass. "Might need 
that." 


| grab it with a nod. | quickly rush out onto the stage just in time to strike my first note. 


Damn The Luck 


Damn The Luck 


As the final song came to an end | rushed from the stage and into my dressing room. Nicole was sound asleep 
on the counter top with her leather trench coat under her head for a pillow. She had stayed. But | know if | 
try to wake her up she's gonna be a total bitch. She gets that way when she drinks. 


"Fuck." | shake my head and just look at her. 


| plop down in a chair with a disappointed sigh. At that moment | really wanted to fucking choke Vincelf only | 
would have had five more minutes with her. | was so fucking there man. Now she would sober up and realize 


what she almost did. Damn my fucking luck. 


| groan and shake my head. | see the smack she gave me earlier lying there among all the shit we destroyed 

on my dressing room table. Oh well, when in Rome, right? So | prep my fix and search out a sickly vein to take 
it in. H's amazing how many hours have slipped by since my last fix. | really hadn't thought too much about it. 
Tommy kept me busy and loaded the first half of the day. Then the possibility of doing Nicole had occupied the 


last few hours. 


| rest my smacked out head on the counter top next to hers. | stare at her running makeup. She's still pretty. 
So now what do | do with her? Wake her up and try to get laid? Or be the knight in shining armor and carry 
her back to the bus and tuck her in? 


| choose the latter because l'm too fucking high now to give a fuck about sex. | stand over her and watch her 
sleep a moment longer before | attempt to pick her up. m such a lazy fucking junkie that | debate having 


security carry her. 


In the end | slide an arm under her neck and one under her knees. A tiny moan escapes her lips as | lift her. 


She never wakes up. She just repositions her head on my shoulder. 


Getting her to the bus was a fucking adventure. When you see these guys on TV carrying chicks they make it 
look so fucking easy. It takes all | have to make it back to the bus. But then, | am a 90 pound junkie who pisses 


blood in the mornings. 


| get her on the bus and toss her on our bunk with a thud. It never even disturbs her sleep. | roll my eyes 
and climb in next to her. Moments later her arm is stretching out across my chest. | sigh and allow myself to 
fall asleep. Did she have any fucking clue how crazy she drove me? Fucking prick tease, yet | just couldn't help 
but let her be. | always liked a good challenge to spice shit up. | could break her. | had already done that in 


many ways. 


She was so wasted tonight she probably won't remember shit. Wish | had some film in my camera. Then | 


could get some snap shots of us all cozy and jog her memory. Then probably get stuck hearing some rant at 


how | fucking took advantage of her while she was drunk. Fuck why did | pick a chick dealer? 


Morning Hangovers 
Morning Hangovers 


l'm awakened to a fucking pillow smacking me in the goddamn face. Yep. Nicole must be awake and wondering 


why she's mostly naked and in bed with me fully naked. 

"What the fuck?," | snap and jump up. 

"You tell me motherfucker! Why are we nakedl?" She blurs covering herself with a sheet. 

"Let me guess, you don't remember almost fucking me before the show?" 

"Why in God's name would | do that?" She narrows her eyes at me. 

"How the fuck should | know Nicole? Because you sure seemed to fucking want it!" | yell 

"Bullshit! You fucking took advantage of me you sick fuck!" She screams back 

"I didn't even fucking fuck you you psycho BITCH" 

"| am so fucking sure," she smirks. 

"IFs fucking true! | told you to wait in my dressing room because yeah, | was going to fuck you nine ways to 
Sunday. But by the time | got back you were passed the fuck out! So | fucking put you to bed! And that's 
fucking it!" 

She looks at me skeptically. | can see she wants to believe me, but who the fuck could blame her for not?! 
mean I'm not the most honest fucking guy. | would normally do some shit like that to a chick. But last night | 
was too smacked out to fucking care. 

"There is no way | would almost fuck you back stage!" 

"Well sweetheart believe that sit. You were willing to let me do whatever the fuck | wanted last night. Yeah | 
could have fucked you..but Necrophilia has never been my fucking thing. Nor is that getting me all hard and 
shit and leave me hanging!" 

| jump up and start to get dressed. She just stands in the middle of the room with a gaping jaw. 


"You just gonna fucking stand there or are you going to get me my wake up shot?" | sigh. 


She just shakes her head, "Fuck you Nikki.” 


"Oh apparently I'm not good enough to stay awake for," | say thrusting out my hand wanting my fix. 
Fuck you and your fucking fix!" 


| grab her shoulders and back her into the wall. "I dont have the patience for your fucking games today, just 
fucking get me straight so | can get the fuck out of here. 


The Language Of Jack Daniels 


The Language Of Jack Daniels 


| got my morning fix out of Nicole and went | got the fuck out of there. Luckily | ran in to Tommy who was 
going strong on coke from last night still. So | joined him in finishing off about five grams. Then we started in 
on the Jack. It outlasted the coke because we kept cases of this shit on hand. That was the fucking law. 


By sound check the coke was just starting to wear off and it was time for Nicole to give me another hit. | was 
sitting on the drum riser when she came storming onto the stage. Fuck, she's coming straight fucking for me. 


And she looks Pissed still. Guess she's one to hold a fucking grudge. 


Then | feel her slamming a syringe in my chest. Thankfully not the needle itself. "Here's your shit," she snaps 
and rolls her eyes and leaves as quickly as she came. | still can't help but check out her perfect ads as she 


leaves. 
"Now that's the most awesome drug dealer I've ever fucking met bro," Tommy gives me a thumbs up. 


| make no fucking reply and just quickly rushing over behind the amps so | can shoot up right quick. And soon 
I'm in fucking heaven I'm not even worried about Nicole now. | pulled the Jack to my lips and continue to drink. 


By the time the fucking show starts I'm so goddamn drunk that the world is starting to twitch. I'm at that 


point in which you start wanting to walk with a sideways lean and veer into shit. Fucking clumsy as fuck. 


So during the show | fell over twice. Once tripping on my fucking cord, another while jumping off Tommy's 
drum riser. But | made that shit look fucking good. | probably fucked up in at least half the fucking songs. | 
puked behind the stage during Tommy's solo. Then killed half a fucking bottle of Jack in one gulp during my solo 


onstage. 


| bungled my way through the rest of the show. | fucking obliterated my bass at some point and that was the 
last fucking thing | remembered for a while. But they tell me | got a blowing backstage from some fat groupie. 


Tommy days | scored us some blow off her and we started vacuuming it up. 


| guess that was what brought my memory back. The next thing | remembered was snorting rails off some 
chicks tots in a strip club somewhere. | look to the bar and see Nicole there. She seems to be in a better 


mood because she's smiling and stuffing one’s in some strippers g-string. 
| guzzle down what's left of a bottle of Jack at my side. | assume its mine. | politely toss the stripper from 
my lap and make my way through the people and chicks throwing themselves at me. When | teach the bar she 


just sneers at me. Guess she’s still tripping about this morning. 


"| left the shit at the hotel," she scowls at me and turns her back on me. 


This posses me off. This is probably aided by the booze and blow. "Fuuuck yooooou you BITCH!" | drunkenly yell. 
"Fucking akklike | raped ya!" 


"Shut up and keep your fucking voice down, you're drunk,’ she says picking up a shot. 
| snatch it away getting it all over both of us "The fucks yuuuur pro'lem?" 


She wipes at the shot she's now wearing and slinging from her fingertips. She glares at me. "He who controls 


the smack," she smirks at me and storms off. 


But that BITCH isn’t getting off that fucking easy. I'm Nikki fucking Sixx! Who the fuck does she think she's 
talking to? She thinks she's going to cut me off just because she's being a count? Fuck her. 


| storm out..no | stumble out of the club and grab the wall as | rush down the sidewalk for her. Luckily my 
legs being longer than hers allows me to catch her just about the time she's reaching a limo. The driver open 


the door as | push her in face first and fall in on top of her. 


"What the fuck are you doing!" She screams squirming over on to her back The drive just moves our legs and 


shuts the door. 

"You tink sum twobit fucking deeeler like yyou is gonna pull thaat control schit?" | yell back. 
"Get the fuck off mel" She squirms. 

| smirk down at her. "Ya know what yooou frucking need? You need cock! The realll sccchit" 
Then | lost all sense of fucking control. My hand slid its way down her pants as she fought me. 
"Nikki fucking stop!" She screams and squirms and grabs at my arm. 

"Cooome on baby. | got sumthin for data attude pro‘lem a youurz" 

"GET OFF ME YOU DRUNK SON OF A BITCH!" 


And that's the last thing | hear before Nicole breaks the bottle next toe over my fucking head. And | blacked 


out once more 


A Hard Bitch 


Author's Notes: 
Been a while since | updated this. Hopefully someone reads it. 


A Hard Bitch 


| started to come around on my back on the limo floor. My head pounds and | look around for what that bitch 
hit me upside the head with. A fucking crystal decanter lay shattered around me. Maybe | came on a bit too 
strong for her. | look up and Nicole scowls down at me as she puffs away at a cigar. She exhales deeply. | can 


tell she's still pretty pissed off at me. 


"What the fuck gives you the right to touch me? Did | in any way give you any indication that | wanted your 


filthy cock in me?" She drags from her cigar and stares out the window again. Yeah, she's pretty pissed at me. 


| rub my head and sit up. | look at my head and see blood. "Well that shit in my dressing room seemed to give 
me the impression sweetheart," | huff. "Fuck did you really have to fucking hit me? Now | probably need 
stitches and shit." 


"You apparently don't know what no means, that's why | hit you. And that night in your dressing room, | was 
fucking blasted. It meant nothing and | shouldn't have done it," she says softly shaking her head. “I'm not into 
guys Nikki.” 


"Yeah right, when we are doing threesomes you let me fucking touch you. | see the way you respond to my 


touch. | hear the moans. You fucking like it" 


"IFs just part of the show. We never fuck. And maybe that shit should stop. I's giving you a wrong impression. 
I'm here to be your in house dope dealer. | pretend to be your girlfriend just so you don't get in trouble. That 
is the extent of our relationship. End of story," she exhales. 


| stare at her, "I don't buy your bullshit. You fucking want me. That was pretty obvious that night in my 
dressing room. | didn't start that shit, you did. If | wouldn't have had to get on the stage you and me would 
have right then and there and you fucking know it. You're just fucking scared. You have daddy issues and think 
every man is him. Well I'm not. You fuck chicks simply because a man reminds you too much of daddy fucking 
you." Maybe | come off harsh but l'm a straightforward kind of guy. Leave the bullshit out and just tell shit 
how it fucking is. 


"Shut the fuck upll" She shouts. 


"Yeah sweetheart, truth stings a bit don't it," | smirk. I'm not sure if its cigar smoke or smoke coming from 


her ears, but she's turning beet red. She's doing her best to stay calm. | don't like calm, calm is boring. Calm 
leaves too much room for debate. | don't debate. I'm the boss and what | say goes around here. The record 
company may have control over me, but on tour, | fucking run this show. 


"Fuck you," she draws in a drag of her cigar. 


"| could..better than some chick can with fingers and a mouth. | too have fingers and a mouth, and believe me, 


| know how the fuck to use them" 


She just pretends to ignore me. She probably thinks I'm bullshitting, but I'm not. l'm a damn good lay. But Nicole 


is a complex case. | could understand why she wouldn't want a dick in her..nut this bitch wanted me. 


"Is that what you need, to take it slow, start out with some oral and relax before you take my cock?" | ask 


almost purring as | pull myself up into the seat next to her. 

"lm not fucking you Nikki, so drop it" She scrunched as far into the door as she can. But | don't stop there. 
"Then give me a kiss." 

"No," she protests with furrowed brows. 

| straddle her lap and take her face in my hands. | press my lips to hers and hold her there until she is under 
my spell. Her mouth opens and she accepts my tongue. She doesn't push me away when cup my hands over 
her tits. She takes me in and its sheer impulse. | told you she wanted me. My kiss works magic. It's like a 
poison that renders my victims my slaves. 

"You want me, don't you?" | ask as my lips pant across hers. 

‘|. can't." she stutters and softly shakes her head. 

"Oh | think you can baby," | whisper as | lick her ear. 

"Don't call me baby damnit!" She barks. 


"Come on," | groan, "Let me taste you..that's it, | promise | won't fuck you." 


She looks at me with furrowed brows. "You have a dozen girls a day who would fuck you, why do you want me 
so bad?" 


| smirk, "Because you don't want me." 


Oral Detail 


Author's Notes: 
Nobody ever reads this story but l'm determined to finish it. Plus my beloved Nikki's birthday is in four days. 


Hope someone finds this to read. 


Oral Detail 
"You're not my type Nikki, just give it up, its not happening," Nicole says as she tried to push me off her lap. 


"Fuck you. You're not getting off that easy this time. You've got me hard one too many times." | watch as her 
eyes widened in panic. She probably thinks l'm gonna rape her. She pushes me with all her might but l'm 
fucking b'l" and IBO pounds. Her efforts are futile. "Stop resisting!” | say and grab her wrists. This makes her 
fight me more. | slam her wrists onto the back of the seat. "You'll enjoy this more if you fucking chill the fuck 


out." 
"Nol Get the fuck off me!" She shouts and tries to thrash about. 
"Fucking stop!" | shout and her moving ceases. 


| lower my lips to her neck and gently take the skin into my mouth. "l'm gonna make you feel so good," | say in 
a breathy whisper. "I'm not gonna hurt you sweetheart. You have no reason not to trust me. l'm not gonna 
fuck you OK? | could have fucked you last night when you passed out in my dressing room, but | didn't. | 
carried you to the bus and put you to bed. | promise, when | fuck you, you'll want it sweetheart. Just close 


your eyes," | whisper running my tongue up to her ear. "Trust me.” 

Slowly | feel her resistance slow down as | take her lips with mine. | hesitate but release her lips. She doesn't 
shove me so that's a good sign With my tounge entering her mouth my hands make their way down to the 
button on her jeans. She doesn't fight me. She doesn't stop me. | feel a stream of my blood slowly run down 
my cheek. 

"Nikki. You should probably get someone to look at your head," she stammers. 

"My head is the least of my problems right now." 

| grab the sides of her jeans and start to tug them down. She lets me with a look of skepticism. | discard 
them to the side and rest on my knees between her thighs. | lean up into her and kiss her with every last 


ounce of burning passion | have for her. 


Eventually when her body relaxes | retract my lips. | look at her with half lidded eyes. "Close your eyes," | 


whisper across her lips as my fingers slide under the elastic of her ppanties | slide them down slowly as the 
nubs of my fingernails drag down the sides of her thighs. | slip them off her ankles and smirk as | toss them 


on the seat next to her. | look up at her and see her eyes shut. 


| grab her hips and drag her to the edge of the seat. She draws in a breath but keeps her eyes closed tight. 
"l'm no different from and chick," | whisper, "my hair is long, my tounge is wet and warm. Just lose yourself in 


a daydream." 
"Nikki.stop talking," she says softly. 


| place my hands on her knees and gently part them. | smile at the sight of her pussy staring me in the face. | 
wrap Mt arms around her thighs as | lower my mouth down to her. | run my tongue across. Her clit and she 
draws in a sharp breath. Yeah, she was ready. | could already taste it. | dip my tounge inside of her just to get 
a better taste of her. My cock is so hard it will snap off if it brushes against something, I'm definitely gonna 


have a serious case of blue balls. 

| swirl my tounge across her and hear her draw in a hiss and curl her hips into my mouth more. | slide two 
fingers gently into her and rub them across the lump inside. | suck at her clot and move my fingers faster. | 
hear her breathing pick up. After a few more minutes it hitches in a broken desperation. 

And then | feel her fingers slide into my hair. She moans. She can't be still. | increase my every movement. Her 
body reacts. | can feel her insides start to tighten. | flick my tounge even faster. | tap at that g spot. Then she 
explodes with an all over body spasm. | can feel her pulsating around my fingers. She's cumming. | keep lapping 
at her until it stops. 

| wipe my mouth and sit up on my knees. Slowly her eyelids part and she looks at me. 

"See," | whisper, "no difference." 


"How'd you get so good at that?" She asks is a post orgasmic cracking voice. 


| shrug, "Practice." 


